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‘that Gillette

Grace Brown to
~ Chester Giliette

Sealed the Fate of a Murderer
When Read to the Jury
That Tried Him for

His

have become known almost
to the
letrers,”

0. r as “Grace Brown's

t' need no introduction, save per-

ps the statement that these are the
lers which were read at the trial
I Chester Giliette.

b "!!wr formed the most remarkable

of that case. The whole strue-

‘of the prosecuting atlornecy was
“bullt upon them. It passes under
istanding why the murderer of the

_gir] should have preserved a series of
| documents which, it is safe to say,

‘spelled his doom from the moment
wera placed in the hands of a
of 12 men. It is inconcelvable
kept them for their

. pathos, or the gentleness of charnc-
' ter which they revealed, for he Is not

Ttk
/ ‘Mﬁhllwpell It 18 utterly improb-

& .

. put I wish things were different. You

..'

v
r"

-

kind of & man to whom such
that he ever recognized in them

simple literary Dbenuty,

although

'mﬂwv do possess In an unusual

more unusual when It s

’mw that Grace Brown was

‘& country gir! of plain edneation, who
~worked as a factory hand.
Yel somehow Gillette kept them,
d the American publie has come Into
‘possession of one of the most re-
iable serles of documents that
ir appeared in a criminal case. As
revelation of character, as the writ
A of & tortured soul, they
already taken s place unigue in
nals of real life tragedies
are the letters:

'SHOULD HAVE KNOWN"
o

¢ 1 Have Trusted You

'y Lk L e e "

8L Dear Chester:

) just resdy for bed and am so (!
bould wot help writing to you.

Chester, 1 came home because 1

pght I could trust you. 1 don't

pow |1 will be here after next

iny. This girl wrote me that you

ad to be having an awfully good

g and she guessed that my coming

had done you good, ax you had

3 seemod g0 cheerful in weeks, She

Iso sald that you spent most of your

me with that detestable Grace HilL

. Now, Chester, she does not know

[ @isltke Miss Hill and so did oot

3 that becnuse she knew [t would

make me feel badly, but just beeatse

didn't think. [ shouid have

) Chester, that you did not care

‘me. But somehow | have trusted

more than anvone else, When-

the other girls have sald hatefal

to me of you I conld not be-

them. You told me—even prom-

me—you would have nothing to
with her while 1 was gone.

' Perhiaps, Chester, you don't thidk

you can't help making me grieve,

say you do, top, but you ecan’t

¥ wish so more than 1. 1 have

been very brave since 1 came home,
it to-nlght 1 am very discournged.
gter, If 1 could only die. 1 know
you feel about thix affair and 1

h for your gake yon need not be

groubled. 1f [ die 1 hope yon can then

2 happy. 1 hope I can die. The doe-

pr says I will, and then you can do

it as you like. 1 am notl the leant
offended with you, only 1 am a It

blue to-night and 1 feel this way.
miss you. Oh, dear, you don't
how much I miss yon. Honest-
. dear, 1 nm coming back next week
mlens you can comée for me right
1 am so lonesome | eun't stand
Week ago tonighi we were (o-
ethe Don't you remember how |
od. dear? 1 have cried like that
¥ all the time since | left Cort

1 am awfuly blune.

Now, dear, let me tell you. You
get this Monday some time.  Now
please write me Monday night and
sure and post it Tuesday morning

then | will got it, or ought to,
Wednesday morning. 1 just want 10
ges what the tronble is why 1 don't
Rear from you. 1 was telling mumma
westerday how you wrole and T never
got it, and she said: “Why. Billy, if

wrote you would have received

B8he did not mean anything., but 1
§ mad, and sald: “Mammu, Ches

never led to me, and 1 know he |

r I
'.:~ ‘thought 1 should, T

If you were omly here, dear,
I wonld be.
* Don't you think I am awfully hrave?
1 am doing so much better than 1
think about
you, dear, all the time and wonder
what you are doing. [ am so frizht-
ened, dear. MNaude has Invited me
~ down for mext Tuesdny, but | don’t
think 1 can go. Oh, =ay, If you post
m letter to me Tuesday morning 1 will
get it Tuesday night. Well dear,
they are calling me to dinner and 1
’m stop. Please wnte or 1 will be

Life.

Be a good kid and God bless
Lovingly,

Crazy.
you.

THE KIIL
P. 8.—1 am crying.

“COME AND TAKE ME AWAY"

“There Isn’t a Girl in the World as

Miserable as | Am To-night.

South Otselic, June 20th, 1906, Tues
day Nighti—My Dear Chester: 1 am
writing to tell you that 1 am comin
back Lo Cortland. 1 simply can't stas
here any longer. Mumme worries and
wonders why 1 ery so much, and [ am
just about sick. Please comu and
take me away some place, dear. |
came up home this morning and 1 just
enn’t help crying all the time, just as
| did Saturday night.

T can't stay here, dear, and pleas
don't ask me to any longer. Do you
miss me much? 1 am so lonesome
without you. I don't know how [ am
golng to manage nhout going to Uncle
Chatles’. 1 presume I will have to
write you to meet me in Cincinnatus
now we don't know anyone thore
Chester, there isn't o girl in the world
ne miserable as 1 am toaight, and
you have made me feel so, Chester,
I don't mean that, dear; you have
always been awfully good to we, and
1 know you will always be. You just
won't be a coward, 1 know. My broth-
erg and sieters are at a social recep-
tion to-night, but they can’t get over
my crying.

I do wish you were here. 1 can
wait so long for letters, dear. You
must write more often, please, and,
dear, when yon read my letters, if
you think 1 am unreasonable, ploase
do not mind I, but do think I am
about crazy with grief and that |

write to mé. deny.
Lovingly, you know whom
South Otselle, June 19, 1906,

“THERE ARE SO MANYNOOKS"

“] Have Been Bidding Good-bye
to Some Places To-day."”

Souih Otselic, July &, Thursday
Night—My Dear Chester: If vou take
the $:45 train from the Lehigh, there,
you will geét here about 11. T am sorry
I conld not go to Hamilton,.dear, but
papa #aud mamma did not want me to,
and there sre 80 many things | have
had to work hard for in the last two
weeks, They think I am just going
out there to Deruyter for a visil. Now,
dear, when 1 get there I will go at
onece to the hotel, und I don’t think
1 will see any of the people. If 1 do,
and they ask me to come to the house,
1 will say something so they won't
migtrust anything—tell them 1 have a
friend coming from Cortland and that
we were to meet thers to go to a
funeral or wedding In some town far
ther aslong. Awfully stopid, but we
were invited to come, and so 1 had to
cut my wvacation a litle short and go.
Wil that be 0. K., dear?

You must come in the morning, for
I have had to make you don't know
how many new plane since your last
letter, in onder to meet you Monday,
[ digstike walting until Monday, but
now that 1 have to, 1 don't think it
anything but fair that you should come
up Monday moming. But, dear, you
must ses the necessity yoursell of get-
ting here and not making me walt,
It you dislike the ldea of coming Mon-
day morning and can get a tram up
there Sunday night, you would come
up Sunday night and be there to meot
me, Perhaps that would be the best
way. All T care Is that T don't want
to wnit there all day or half a day
1 think there s a train that leaves

| the Lehigh at six something Sunday
|‘:h'!1" I do not know what 1 would
o If vou were not to come. 1 am
about crazy I have bidding
Eod-by to some places today. Thore
are 80 muny nooks, dear, and all of
them 50 dear to me, I have lived hore
| nonrly all my life

First 1 sald good-hy to the
with fts grea! madses of
then the
ons

hesin

spring
green
where we
plaushoange; the
Hitle fonse in

and. of course all the neighbors

hevpme

mass Apphe L

]l:lri '-}” n
hive
chamnl,
that have monded my
{ fittde ot up to save me a threshine 1
reqallv desarved

“0Oh, dear, yonu don’t reallze whnt anl
this Fiy I know 1 shall
never any af them and
groat Heaven, how 1 do loyve
whmt [

NEYer Croms

i cule the

or

dresscs from a

means to

HO nanin,
T T
T |
o without
and she

now will
She b
helps 50 tnuch
Sometimos | think I | tell mamma—
but I can't. She has
as 1t Is, amd 1 couldn’t break her heart
ke that

If ] eame back dend, perhaps, If she
doesn't know, she won't be anery with
| me, 1 will never be hapoy agafn. dear.

o't
her
nlwnys

e

tromhle onouch

I wish T eould dle. You will never
‘now what you have made me suffer,
dear. 1 miss you and want (o see
sou, but I wish I could die. | am go
ng to bed now, dewr. Please pome
ind don't make me wait there, I
had made plans for something
Funday, you must come Monday morn
1.

w0

Please think, dear, that I had to give |

ap & whole summer's pleasure and you
qurely will be brave enonzh W give
ap one evening for me. 1 ghall expect
and Jook for you Monday Torenoon.
Hoaven bless you untl]l then.
Lovingly and with kisses,
THE KIT.
P. 8. —Please come up Sunday night,

“CAN'T YOU COME TO ME?"" |

“Chester, | Need You More Than
You Think | Do.”

South Ouselle, June 26, 1906 Monday

trat o write 2 etter or

foliow the line, bat [ have bern un
oasy all day, and | can’l go 1o Hlewp
becsiuse | am sorry [ sen! you such a
bateful leiter this mormmg, so | am
going 1o write and ask your forgive-
ness, dear. I was cross and wrote
things 1 ought pot to have written. |
am sorry, dear, and 1 shall never feel
quite right about all this until you
write and say you forgive me. 1 was
il and did not reallze what 1 was writ
ing, and then thfs morning mamma
gave my letters to papa before 1 was
down. | should sot have had It posted
but it went long before 1 was awake.
I am very tired tonight, dear. 1 have
beens helping mamma sew todday. My
sister is making me a new whits Peter
Pan' sultl, and | do get so tired having
it fitted, and then there are
ried and tired. 1 never hkéd to have
driesses fitted, and now It I=2 ten times
worse. Oh! Chester, you will never
know how glad 1 shall be when this
I am making mysclf
o

other

worry is all over
il over It. Mayhe there 1s no use
worry, hut 1 do and 1 gucss overyone
does. 1 s quite brave to-night, and
I always feel bottor after 1 write you,
Chester, 20 | hope you mind the hate
ful things | say and 1 hope yom woa't
mind my writing so much. Whaore do
you suppose we will be two woeeks
from tonight? [ wish youn wonld write
and tell me, dear, all about your edom-
Ingg. 1 am awfally afrald | ean’t go
oy Hamilton, Chester
Papn can’t take mé#
ons about golng alone
would have (o ride quite
before 1 conld take the train and then
and, Chester, |
sonsitive Ir 1
hall 1 do® Do
WwWisn o oMo
I o

itives

and | am nerv-
You T |
A distanee

there s a long walt,
am getting awfully

can’'t go op there what
you think 1t would
vack there? Could you eome
uytér and mest me?

thoere, buot perhiaps 1 conld arrange it

T
I have rel

somehow ] war pleased yeutenday
morning. You know 1 liave a lot of
bed gui —=lx, | nnd |
ing moamma where they
wishod [ hoad o doren
“Just yon
will not need 8o

ity 4+ [
und

wlhien
and

ny
nnd

b % wore
soving |
my it
soIneons viee
o
the
ma i
she has them all up now n
You remember the w1
| 1 me
Well,

gipter sald:

fee

COUTRE afe ol o«

resit of the family ronred

=0 nice abont fixing my «

dress
sha

""’il
rdhese .
dreas | wore
whe 1 dldnh
sl has al
of that

e

anid vou onece AsKe

3 now voke

most made A New ont

| am afrald the
I soe you, Chosten

will soem  aw
I wish

ir l+iters in

Lime
tone biTore

v wottld mlways post yo

morning after you write them or
pight. They are n
you  walt

trwe | ;.lf' b gl

1l
dny later
o

the same
un ey
wd to got thean, only
flees W itine
Chester
f the
an el
I"!-, tivg
kK ldo i
Ienprossl ble Tor
longer than this weelk
1 wanl 1o please but 1 thiok,
Chester, It would be very unwise

1f 1 shonld stay here and anything

the firet of the weel

roadls

ma o

you more than you thin
think it

miav

will he
here ang

Yo,

was |

Mam- |

ahonld happen I would always regret
it for your sake. You do not know
papa as well as I do, and | would not
| ke you to be disgraced bere. We
have both suffered enough and |
wortld rather go away quietiy, In @
moensure | will suffer the more, but
[ will not complain if you will not get
croey and will come for me. [ must
Write me Wednesday night,
| denr, and tell me what you think
ahout evervihing. Lets not leave all
onr plans until the last moment, and,
above all, please write and say you
! forgive me for that letter I sent you
this morning. Iam sorry and If | were
|thnrn I know you would say it wonld
be ail 0. K.

close,

Lavingly,
THE KID.

l".\w LITTLE SISTER CAME"”

1 Fald Her | Guessed My Fortune
Was Pretty Well Told Now."”

"rhr Might—My Dear Chestér: 1 wan
elad o hear fom you apd surprised as
well, 1 thought you would rather
have my letters affectionate, but yours
was 80 businessiike that I have come
1o the eonclusion that yon wish mine
to be that way. I may tell you,
ihough, that | am not a business wom-
an, and so presume that these lettera
will mot satlsfy you any more than
the others did. 1 would not like to
have yon think 1 was not glad to hear
from you, for I was very glad, but it
was not the kind of letter | had hoped
| to get [rom You.

| 1 think; pardon me, that I under
‘ﬁ!ﬂﬂd my position nnd that it {5 rather
unnecessary for you to be so fright-
fully frank o showing it to me 1
| can see my position as keenly as any-
| one, 1 think, You say you were sur
|pr1u:ml_ but you thought | wounld be
| discournged. 1 don’t see why | shonld

ba discouraged. What words have I
had from you simce 1 came home to
encourage me?

You write as though 1 was the one
to blame becanse the girls wouldn't
come. | invited them here because |
thought 1 wouldn't be 0 lonesome. |
|am sure [ eannot help it because
| mamma is away. As to the financinl
diMenlty, 1 am the one who will he
most affectod by that. You say “your
(i)™ Won't 1t be your trip ns well as
mine? 1 understand how you feal
| gbout the affalr. You consider me as
something troublesome that vou bolb-
ered with. You think if it wasn't for
me you could do as you liked all sum-
mwer and not be obliged to glve up
vour poeition there. 1 know how you
fesl, hat ones in awhile you make me
these things n great deal more
plainly than ever.

Chester, | dom't vou will
ever know how [ regret helng all this
troulde to you, 1 know you hate me,
and 1 ean't blame vou one bit. My
whole Hlife is ruined, and in 8 measure
s, Of course, I's worse

than for but the world
too, may think I am the opne

but can‘t, just
slmply can’t think that | am, Chester.
I said No so many times, dear. Of
course, the - world will not know that,
byt It's true all the same

My
nte

T

suppose

Yours toa
for me

and yon

you,

to binme, somochow |

littlie sister came op just & min-
» with her hands fall of daimes
and asked I T didn't want fortune
told. 1 told her | it
protty well told now. 1 don't want
to mind this letter, for 1 am blue
to-night and get so mad when the girls
things about Your letter
niee, and 1 was gind to got i, 1
i¥ feel “oot of sorts™ to-night.
you just think I
all this, If

my
Euerse) WAs
yon
wirils me
whe
sl
When ara croms,
slck and can't help
wiere me, you couldnt help find.
¢ fault, I know. 1 don't dare think
giad | will be to see you. If von
mi+ 8 letter ke this T wonldn't
rite in a long time, but § know you
tease mo In that way Y
| jnit forget It and be your own dear
self. You know I alwars sm cross in
the beginning. It was that way Sat-
urday nlght, 20 don't be angry, dear.
Lovingls KID.

Am

yon

won't

BACK THROUGH
THE RAT HOLE

e ——+
By DEWES M. STOVALL

(Copyright by Daily Story Pub. 0o.)

Warden Allison closed the heavy
door of the Rat Hole, nnd followed the
narrow corridor to the rear entrancs
of his residence at the end of the
prison yard wail. It was just 6:30, and
the night shift prisoners, with the reg
ular, “hip-tramp, hip-tramp,” of the
lock-step, were marching out, single
file, to go on duty In the smoky foun
dry.

It had been a hard day for the war
den, as a bevy of new convicts had
been received that afternoon from
various counties of the state. But the
night promiszed even more diflenlt
things for him; not in the doing of
prison duties, but ino things domestic.
Just three weeks hefore, Warden Alll
son had become s happy father, and
sinee that eventful day he, too, had
bheen on the night shift.

He entered the kitchen door and
hung hiz hat on the prong of a deer
antler in the rear hall. Then, remoy-
ing his heavy shoes, took his slippers
from thelr accustomed place behind
the closet door, and stepping Into
them, sottled comfortably in his easy
chalr before the dining-room grate.

Twently minutes Iater the big bro=s
gong sounded from the prison yard,
“Last call to work,"” said he, arousing
himself and tip-toeing upstalrs to a
dimly-lighted bedroom. His wife was
sieeping soundly. He crept softly to a
jurge clothes basket beside the bed,
and removing the covering. lifted out
Fred W. Allisoa, Jr, carrving him
~urefully down to the big chair hefore
the fire,

Though Fred was but three weeks
3¢ age, he had already established a
rule of absolute regularity in the tak-
ing of his meals. If the man of the
night shift was neglectful or forgetful,
Fred had s most effective way of re
minding him.

Side by side on the mantel, set a
jong-stemmed pipe and a long-necked
battle. They both came off the shell
together, for both semlor and junlor
Alllson took refreshment at the same
time. Fred opened his eyes blinkingl®
and dug his fists into his cheeks a Iit-
tje fretfully when his father held the
bottle over the grate to warm. With
the nipple properly adjusted and
placed, Allison lighted his pipe nnd
leaned back comfortably, while Fred
tngxed at the bottle.

Hut the baby and the bottle did not
gt along well together. The youmgster
wanld puall at the nipple for
= ] “then jef zo, &0 -
vell that was asyihing bul pleasant
t his father; also, It made smoking
very difficult. The baby lost the nip
ple as fast as It was repluced. The
walls grew londer and more frequent,
and impressed Alllson with a real
sonse of foreboding. He gave up his
attempt at smoking, and repiaced the
pipe on the mantel, with the remark
that there “was goin' to be something
doln®.”

memory, were sundry recollections of
haby eolle, and these all returned to
him mow with remuarkable clearness.
Fred closed his eyes, clinched his fists
and released a shrieking, long-drawn
yell. He squirmed and kicked furious
l¥. There was no mistaking them—
the symptoms were genulne—the
young man had & bad attack of baby
colle.

Allson realized that something must
be done. The hired girl was gone,
{she refused to stay in the warden's
house over night.) So It was up to
him to relieve the youngster. He made
a mental Inventory of everything he
had ever heard discussed or recom-
mended for baby colic. Man-like, the
first and most prominent that came
to hizs mind was whiskey., Yes, four
or five drops of pure r¥e In a teaspoon:
ful of warm waler.

The whiskey jug always reposed on
ithe lower pantry shell, Allison drew
the kieking. squalling youngster closer
to him, and arose to take the shortest
roule to the pantry. He was haited
abruptly In the kitchen door, for he
had thrust his face into the black mus-
zte of a prison arsenal rifle. In the
half darkness of the kitchen, he saw »
rough-shaven face and smooth-shaven
head. Also he saw the form of a man
In stripes.

Fred junior ceased yelllng just long
rpongh for the armed convict to make
his presence known. “Sorry to disturb
yotl, boss, but 1 must have the keys to
the onter wall gate™

The warden recognized the volee of
Kelly, trusty No. 1065, the only man
of the mizght shift who was allowed the
privilege of passing through the Rat
Hole.

“Why so?" the warden replied, very
ealmly, for he was & man whom sud-
den calamity could not frenzy.

“Hecause we need It to open
wmly door that stands in the way
[reedom.™

“Then there's going to be o break?™
Alllson inguired, bit the reply. which
ke knew to be an affirmative one, was
smothersd by another sere ching yell
Irom the youngster

1 can’t glve vou the key just now,
Kelly, because my hands are foll, This
voungster's got the—"

“No renl hurry; the boys won't make
ihe dash for a quarter of an hour: but
serember, the gun's loaded—
here'll e no monkey business.™

Real determination was In the man's
worda and Allison, who was wise In
\he way of convicts, was not slow to
| recognize it

“I understand,” the warden repiied,
| *but let me get into the pantry after
; medicine. This boy's got it bad™

the
of

boss,

In the almost musty recesses of his|

“What's the matter with the kid—
rolic? ‘asked the conviet

“Yes'

“What von goln’ to give 'Im™

“The best thing | know of—five
irops of whiskey in a teaspoonfuf of—"

“No you don't” sald the man behind
the gun. "You're old enough to know
better, What you want to polson the
kid for? They gave me whiskey. It
busts the colic all right, but It culs
an early pattern for a suit of clothes
like I'm wearin’. Don't you do It

“But can’t you see he's getting frans
tic? Ii's nn emergency case—ibe only
remedy ot hand. Besides, what does a
man In your position know aobout
babiesg?™

“Know?" With the word the conviet
grinned down the gun barrel. “I ought
to know considerable. ['ve got siz. an’
they came doublefile, two at a time.”

“What In thunder did you give them
for colic? Allison was growing im-
patient. There was only a brief Inter
val new between the youngster's
yells.

“Here, let me have 'Im.,” said the
convict, lowering his rifle to n eon-
venlent . positlop onder his arm. "I
can bring the kid out of his fit in
about three winks.”

A little dublously,
aver the baby,

“Look over the shelves in there, and
get down the botties of peppermint
and ginger.” )

For the first time In his life Allison
obeyed the command of a convict.

“Pour four drops of each Into n ten-
spoonful of sweetened warm water.
That's the ticket. Now come in here
by the fire and we'll pull the pains out
o' this kid's stomach."

“When he opens his mouth again,
drop in the goods,” sald the conviet,
after they reached the hearth. “There;
that's fine and dandy. He'll sputter for
a while, but the ginger will soon shick-
en the tension.” He wrapped the baby
in the binnket Allison had previonsiy
disearded, and held him close over the
fire. “The quicker he gets up o sweal.
the quleker he’ll come out o'—"

He was Interrupted by a trample of
henvy feet down the corridor. “The
blamed fools,” he said loudly, tarmning
from the gErate. "They're comin'
through the Rat Hole before the outer
gate is opened. The keys, the keys,
quick,” he spoke sharp. and tossed
the baby Into Alllson's armse. “No, I
don’t mean it. They ought to kept in-
side till 1 give the word. Let me to the
bnok door.”

“Kelly, Kelly,” cried a chorus of
voices outside, and the cry was fol-
lowed by a fusilade of shots.

“Get down low, and cover the kid™
sald the conviet, as he crossed the
room and leaped through the door In-

outer corridor, in full view of
t

-

Allison handed

“Get ‘em, you coward” answerad
the howling gang. L

Alrendy the guards were running
along the top of the wall, to get range
on the eseaping prisoners without
shooting toward the house.

Three shots eracked from the dense
mass of striped men, and Kelly fell
back against the door. He crawled out
near the wall and, flat upon the floor of
 the corridor, leveled his rifle at the
mob. “You blamed blunderheads;
there's a woman and baby In that
house. Turn your guns this way if
you want to shoot.”

“What's the matter, Kelly—are yon
crazy "

“No, I'm sane; bat the jig's up. You
ought o' walted.”

“Shoot the dog,” cried a volee in the
rear, and the gang pushed forwardl.
' Kelly's rifle spoke instantly. Then the
guards opemed fire, amd tha mob;
rerippled and bleeding, dashed back
down the corridor and jammed, ljke
frightened sheep, through the Rat

Hole.

With u leg dragging uselessly after
,him, Kelly crawled into the kitchen
and found Alllson standing deflantly,
gun in hand, over something wrapped
{n a bianket on the floor.

“How’s the kid?" asked the conviet.

“Oh, he's bunkum,” Allison roplied.

“That's good,” said Kelly. “If he
| takes another fit, repeat the doge—
four drops each, remember, of the pep-
, permint and ginger. It's sure great
| stuff  for colfe.” He turned and
'crawlnd back to the corridor, where
armed guards awaited him.

The Poor Old Horse.

We have a friend in Irvington who
recently gave away an old horse to &
farmer who he had reason to think
wonld tnke good care of the animal
rather than accept $25 offered for it
by a clty expressman, who he thought
would abuse and half starve it, says
the Indiana Farmer. The horse Is
strong and good for several years”
serviee Hf properly treated, bul eould
not endure eruelty. This Is an exam-
ple worthy of imitation by many who
have such animals. It is a pity to see
an old horse, or one having some
blemish that renders him unsalable,

| put into the hands of some Irrespon-

gible, cruel, ignorant or stingy driver,
to be overworked, unsheltered, benten
and starved till death comes to his
relegse. Furmers having such anl-
male to dispose of would better shoot
them than send them to the city. The
few dollars they will bring will not
comipensiate for the stings the deed
will inflict upon their consclence, if
they have any.

Spooky Notions About Birds. -
The Hurons thought that turtle
doves were the abodes of departed
souls, and the Abilonpea claimed the
same for the red-headed duck, regard-
ing it ns an omen of death to ses ong
flving slowly overhead. Several South

Ameriean tribes entertain  similar

| \deas concerning birds.
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